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(Backstage) We're Having The Time of Our Lives 


"Look, it's not that hard to get along for the interviews! Just be yourself, and say something nice to Don" 


"Okay, you're gonna have to pick one, because there's no way | can do both," George told Jeff as they circled 
around the back of the venue. He watched with concern as Jeff yanked at the heavy metal door. "How well do 


you know this guy, anyway?" 


They'd pulled into town around midnight, and the show wasn't until the evening of the next day, but Jeff swore 
up and down that he was friendly with one of the lightning techs at this particular venue and that he could 
get them in after-hours. "Me and Jerry didn't meet all that long ago, but he's been friends with Don for 
years," Jeff assured him. Sure enough, with some heaving, he got the metal door to swing open with an 


ominous clang. "Ta-dal" 


Oh yeah, one of Dons friends. George grimaced. Anytime Jeff hung out with Don and his lame friends, it was a 
sore spot for George. He wanted Jeff's undivided attention, and usually got it. 


Following Jeff into the venue, they headed for the back, where the bar was. Jeff hopped the bar and then 
popped back up, holding a dishcloth with which he made a show of shining a glass. "What's yer poison?" 


"Bourbon," said George, propping his elbows up on the bar and resting his chin in his palms. One glass of 
bourbon came sliding his way. They'd partied together on the bus all the way to this one-whore town, and 
despite their lack of sleep, they were still up from the cocaine. Some liquor might settle him down 


Jeff made like he was going to guzzle straight from the tap, prompting George to throw peanuts at him. 
Laughing, Jeff poured himself a shot of something strong-srelling and polished it off. "It's a little eerie, isn't it? 


Being in here by ourselves?" 
"Yeah. Usually the roar of the crowd fills it up." Truth be told, it made George's hair stand on end. 


Jeff rejoined him on the other side of the bar. "The roadies already dropped off some of Aerosmith's 
equipment. Wanna go see what they have backstage?" 


"Are you being serious right now?" George was a little uneasy. He didn't like the thought of some expensive 
equipment going missing and taking the blame for it. 


"We won't mess with anything," Jeff promised him. "C'mon! This way!" 


Because George couldn't say no to him, he followed him through the back, to the long hallways that led to the 
stage. Life was definitely sweeter now than before, when George had been in little bands that had to dress in a 
broom closet because the headliners wouldn't let them use a dressing room. Now he shared stages with bands 


like Aerosmith and stood his ground every single night. 


But there were things to miss about the old days, too. The Boyz used to sleep in the back of their dusty old 
van, toe-to-tip, which was unthinkable in Dokken. His old bandmates would tease each other over cheap 
burgers, while Dokken couldn't sit down at a meal at a high-class restaurant together. Actually, George was 
pretty sure if he didn't have Jeff, he would've lost his damn mind sometime around the time Tooth and Nail 


was released. Jeff and his relentlessly sunny disposition and mania for music kept George grounded. 


"Holy shit! Check this out!" Jeff had stuck his head into one of the dressing rooms. "It's some of their stage 


clothes!" 


‘Leave that alone," George started to say, but too late. Jeff had already snatched one of Steven Tyler's outfits 
off the hanger and darted into the bathroom. 


"3 Dream on, dream onl" sang Jeff as he appeared in a burst of color and fringe. He was wearing a pair of 
purple leggings, a red cape-thing that showed his bare chest, and a bandanna around his forehead. He looked 


nothing like Steven Tyler. He looked sort of ridiculous and adorable at the same time. 


George couldn't stop himself from laughing. "Okay, Steven Tyler, that's enough. Go get changed." 


"Oh, c'mon! | think some of Joe Perry's clothes are in there. And is that his guitar | spy?" Jeff looked sly. 


That stopped George in his tracks. Well, who would it hurt? Why not play Steven Tyler and Joe Perry for one 
night, on a stage in front of an imaginary audience? How many times had he played along to “Sweet Emotion" in 
his bedroom and pretended to be Joe Perry? Well, not as many times as he'd played along with and pretended 
to be Jeff Beck, but that was immaterial right now. He wasn't on tour with Jeff Beck. 


Still a little hesitant, George took a suit of clothes off the rack that was unmistakably Joe Perry's. Black-and- 
white cowhide chaps and a black vest that didn't hide a hell of a lot. He felt a little absurd changing into them, 
and they didn't exactly fit quite right, but he emerged from the dressing room to find a look of glee on Jeff's 


face. 


"Oh my god! Oh my GOD! We're Steven Tyler and Joe Perry!" Jeff was running in circles. "Let's go to the stage. 


Just this once, | swear! Five minutes, and then we can change back" 


"Okay, okay," laughed George as he grabbed one of the guitars and let Jeff drag him toward the stage. The 
place was still dark, with only minimal lightning, but it was their stage, and they could pretend the audience was 
as big and loud as they wanted. 


"What do you want to play?" George asked Jeff, who was dancing around with Steven Tyler's scarf-covered 


microphone stand. 


"That new song, 'Ragdoll'!" said Jeff, who looked near to bursting with happiness. His eyes were shining like little 


stars. 
"lm not sure | know that one," said George, strumming the strings. 


"You can play it, | know you can! It's the one that goes, BA BA BA BA on the drums, then 4) Ragdoll, livin’ in a 


movie--" Jeff launched into the song, doing his best Steven Tyler impression, while George joined in on guitar. 


"J Hot tramp, daddy's little cutie!" Jeff didn't sing anything like Steven Tyler either, but he could sing. George 
loved his voice. He honestly preferred Jeff to Don, vocally, he wasn't as smooth in some ways as Don but 
George liked the way he could get raspy and rough. He was so expressive.. if only George could get rid of Don 
and it could just be him and Jeff forever.. and uh, Mick too, of course.. 


Jeff was doing his take on Steven Tyler's gyrating and alpha male posturing, which was making George crack up 
and lose where he was in the melody again. 


Loving the reaction he was getting, Jeff began hip-thrusting aggressively across the stage toward George, 
ending up almost crotch-to-crotch with him. "I don't think Steven Tyler humps Joe Perry like this," laughed 
George, pretending to fend Jeff off with the guitar. 


"Uh, have you seen those guys?" Jeff asked him incredulously. "He's all up on Joe Perry like he needs his sweat 


to live or something." 


George sat the guitar to the side and took a seat in a folding chair, slouching down to watch Jeff scat into the 
mic. "What's with that, anyway? A lot of those rock guys are kinda like that. Plant and Page, too." 


"What, you mean, all sexual with each other?" Jeff fluffed up his hair as big as it could possibly go then gave 
his best pout, presumably trying to do a Robert Plant impression. "That's rock ‘n roll, George! Two rock gods, 
singer and guitar-player, each using the other as a conduit to express their raw sexual energy!" 


George thought about Don and frowned. "Ugh, no way." 


"Hah, | know what you're thinking about!" Jeff slid on his knees right up to George and leaned up into his space. 
"But I'm the only singer in your world, right?" He batted his eyelashes in a mockery of flirtation. 


George smiled down on him. "Right," he said. 


Jeff flung his head back and launched into a powerful note that took George by surprise. "3 Ohhhhh, 


sometimes | get a good feelin’, yeah!" 

Etta James, George was sure. Pure soul. Something older than rock music, even more primal. 

"J | get a feelin’ | never, never, never had before, oh no.." Jeff sang, and his head tipped back forward, his 
pale lashes brushing his cheeks, and the sweetest smile hung on his lips." 3I just gotta tell you right now that 
|." 

George found himself leaning in closer. Jeffs hands clamped on his knees, his nails digging into the cowhide of 
George's borrowed chaps. He was still down on his knees, every movement somehow driving him forward, 


between George's legs and nearer to his body. 


"D | really do believe--" Their noses brushed, and Jeff was so near that George had to close his eyes. Just 


breath him in and revel in the moment. 

Their lips touched, a soft brush that was more a promise of delights than anything else, and then Jeff pushed 
up and their mouths met. It was wet and hungry and George felt like he would faint from relief. Jeff grasped 
him by the short hairs at the back of the head and kissed and kissed and kissed him. 


When they broke apart, it was only so George could whisper, "Do you think Steven Tyler and Joe Perry ever 
did that?" 


"If not, they're damn fools," Jeff told him, and they crashed back together. 


A spotlight lit them up and Jeff and George sprang back away from one another as though burnt. 


Wiping at his mouth, George blinked through the harsh light. Tears came to the corners of his eyes. The place 


was deserted! Who could have seen them? 


They heard him well before they could see him. "Wow, okay, | was not expecting that." Don Dokken. "I'm going to 
pretend | didn't see anything.’ 


"Don! What are you doing here?" Jeff sounded frantic, maybe even frightened. And just like that, George's 


mood was officially ruined. He gave Don his most murderous glare. 


"Our mutual friend let it slip that the two of you might sneak into the venue tonight," said Don, ambling down 
the rows of seats toward the stage. "So | came to make sure you didn't get yourselves into too much trouble. 
Really? You stole Steven and Joe's clothes?" 


"We'll put them back," said Jeff morosely. 


Don gave them a searching look. "Right. Okay, do that and then come back to the hotel. | know neither of you 
has slept in like thirty-eight hours. You'll be vegetables tomorrow if you don't sleep.” 


"Hey, fuck youl" George yelled at him, springing up from his chair and snatching up the guitar. "You don't know 
anything about us! Just go the hell away!" He wanted to clobber Don over the head with Joe Perry's guitar. He 
wanted to cry. He wanted more than anything to kiss Jeff again, but he was sure the moment was ruined 


forever and he'd never get the chance again. 


As he took off backstage, George could hear Don saying something, and then the clear tone of Jeff's voice, 
rising to defend him. 


